
The Biflory t f 

I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too.God kecpe Lead 
out ofme,l need no more weight then mine own bowels ; j 
have led my rag ot Muifians where they are peperd ther's not 
three of my 1 5 o.left alive,and they arc for the tovvnes end to 
beg during life. But who comes heere ? Enter Prince 
Prin. What ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy S word, 
Many a Nobleman lies ftarke and ftiffe,. 

Linder the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

YVhofe deaths are yet unrevengd.I prethee lend me thy fword 
Fa/.o Hal. I prethee give me leave to breathe a while, T#?! 
Gregory never did iiich deeds in armes;as Ihave done this day. 
1 have payd Percy , 1 have made him fore. • 

Princ.Hc is indeed, and living to kill thee ^ 

I prethee lend me thy f word. 

_ Fal. Nay before God, H 4 /, if Percy be alive, thou getft not m; 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prrw.Giveitme : what l is it in the cafe ? 

Fal. I Hal’ its hot, there’s that wil 1 facke a City. 

The Prince drawee it out, andfindes it abottellof Sache, 
Pm. What is it atimetojeft and dally now ? 

Hethrowts the Bottle at him. Exit. 

Fal. If Percy be alive, i le pierce him, if he doe come in my 
way,fo: if he doe not, if 1 come in his willingly, let him mike 
a Carbonado ofme. I like not fuch grinninghonour as fir ml- 
*<rhath:give me life, which if lean fave,fo : if not, honour 
comes unlook’t for, and there’s an end. 

^4 larme.exe Hr lions , enter the King,r^ Prince, Lord John of 
Lancafter, W Eearle of Weftmerland. 

■ King.l prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 
much ; Lord lohnot Laneafter gozyou. with him. 

P. / 0 /w.Not I, my Lord, unlefleldid bleed too.* 

P rin.l befeech your Maj efty make up, 

• Leif your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

K i . I will doe fo my L.of Wtflmerland , lead him to his Tent 
Weft. Come, my Lord, i’ le lead you to your Tent. 

( .Lead me,my Lord, I de not need your helpe • 

And God forbid a ihallow fcratch fhould drive 

The 
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Henry the Fourth* 

The Prince of Wales from foch a field as this, 

Where ftaynd Nobility lies tredenon. 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres. 

Iobn.Vfe breathe too long, come coufin Weftmerland, 

Our duty this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

Trim By God, thou haft deceiv’ d me, Lane after, 
j. did not thinke thee Lord of fach a fpirit ; 

Before, I lov’d thee as a brother,/^*. 

But no w I doerefpeft thee as my foule. 

Kt*g .1 faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt ; 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke for 
‘ Offochanungrowne Warrier. 

Pr/«.0,this Boy lends metall to us all. Exit. 

Dow . Another King , they grow like Hydras heads , 

I am the Dowglas fata 11 to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours onthera.What art thou 

That counterfeitft the perfon of a King ? 

King.Thc King himfelfe, who Dowglas grieves atheart. 
So many of his fliadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King ; I have two Boy es 
Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field ; 

But feeing thou fall’ ft on me fo luckily, 

I will affay thee : and defend thy felfe. 

Dow . I feare, thou art another Counterfeit ; 

And yet in faith thou bear’d: thee like a King : 

But mine Iamforethouart,whoerethou be.: 

And thus I winne thee. 

They fight, the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Waits* 
Prince. Hold up thy head, v ile Scot, or thou art like 
Nevertoholditupagaine, thefpirits 
Ofvaliant Shorty , Stafford, B luntfivc in my Armcs, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who never promifeth,but he meanes to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas flieth. 

Cheerdy my Lord, ho w fares your Grace ? 

&tr N ic hi as Gawfej hath for foccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton • i’le to Clifton ftrait. 

AT»g,Stay. and breath a while, 

K 2 Thou 
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